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A Rapture to be Worn



At one time, it would have been indecent, this undergarment worn on display.  The voluptuous, sick-y sweet mass of ruffles revealed only in the private of the boudoir, now shamelessly flaunted in the most public of places.  It is the utilitarian monochromatic of a New Yorker, the sunny, free-spirit of a West Coast Californian and the unconventional chic of a Parisienne.  It is exactly what no one ought to wear - but everyone should.  It is a fashion Don’t, but absolutely a style Do.  It is a birthday cake for an eight year old princess, a ballerina’s crayon portrait in the art cabinet.  It is a blurred photograph of a girl in motion and it is the frothy sea that almost drowned her to get that shot.  It is more than the sum of its parts- it is a feeling experienced by its wearer and by all those who see her as more than just an eccentric.  For me, it is the continuously re-gifted gift, parted with only for the most beloved and worthy of recipients.  Hung from the ceiling above my chair, it is a canopy of thought, the dreamcatcher of daytime fantasies. 










She is the soul of a gypsy, 

a feather, blown in the wind

wandering alone

choosing to be lost.

Soliciting solitude 

as one might solicit company.

She is a rarity

undiscovered but highly sought after

a star, burning through her mortality

Her radiance sears my eyes 

but I cannot look away.

She is an idea of brilliance,

the thought of a thought

An unsteady light.

In January,

a spark of static on a dark sheet.

she is a mother wearing her child's face

needed and unwanted

she must be an apparition

moving, as she does, with uncertain grace

leaving, in her wake, a power she does not know.

Caught, in her halo of light,

she is an everyday angel.
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Love

LOVE



Love is extraordinarily complex;

it is a detailed labyrinth

where everything minuscule matters.

It is the place where I can see his heart beating,

boom, boom, boom, 

until, pop!

Our world erupts

into peculiar puzzle pieces, 

that litter the bare blacktop.



Love is the place where 

elderly couples hold hands.

Where words do not fully explain

our intricate emotions.

It is the place where our souls 

bounce to bebop;

where latin lyrics lullaby us to sleep.



Love is the simplicity of rain showers,

it is the softness of his smile,

the color of his eyes,

the openness of his heart.

Love is beautiful.



Love is not the stress or

the burden of his words.

Love is not the judging 

of actions but the prosecutor of emotion.

Love is not tricking talk from one’s tongue. 



Love is the faint beat of my heart,

the sideline sayings, 

the thunder in the trees.



Love is the forgiveness,

the pith of passion,

the reason to leave;

the muted boom, boom,

of this heart

and the bang, bang, 

of the gun exploding our world.



Love does not respect boundaries, 

it is cruel and impatient.

It claws at the corners of deception

and snatches the simple souls, 

who know no better way.



But love makes us helpless

makes us need,

makes the love demon on our shoulder plead.

It makes us sway to sensations, 

linger at feet of lawlessness,

it makes us purge ourselves of principals.



Love is the silent style

of shy subjects.

Love makes us slaves to

the pulsing muscle in our chests,

the one that feels as though it will

tear through our torso. 



But this thing we call love

is extraordinarily complex.



Love

It is the puzzle pieces on the ground,

the intricate emotions,

the attraction of two bodies, forever.



Love is the boom, ba-boom, 

of our hearts.

Love is the pain we experience,

when our world goes POP!

Love is you and I.




A Kiss



I had imagined kissing her a million times a day.  Now I found myself alone with her, lying with her body nestled into mine, on a cold leather couch.  It was two in the morning, the grey time, but her warmth, and her soft hand dancing with mine, had me wide awake. 

My rough fingertips traced slow goosebumps up her bare arm and brushed the hair from her neck.  I tickled her lightly and she wriggled closer, laughing sweet.  Her back pressed tight against my chest, her long legs found space between mine.  More intimacy, more infatuation than I’d ever felt before.  My wandering hand brushed her uncovered stomach and returned to play across its smooth surface.  I caught her smile, eyes closed, no longer reticent. 

She turned to face me, her shining eyes meeting mine.  My arm fell naturally around her back and I drew her close.  We smiled shyly, our faces nearly touching.  It was the last moment we’d be just friends. 




Jesus Pamphlets



When I finally sleep in the morning, I lay my head below a swirling moon and my dreams run wild.  I find myself in Africa.  Out of the Sahara marches a white man.  The Pope. He tries hurriedly to shake my hand, but behind him I notice whole cities are burning to the ground.  Ashes taint his pearl robes and fat jeweled fingers.  Behind the billows of deep black smoke, ancient elephants lose their tusks to policemen that all look the same.  Dressed in pompous blues and badges, I know they fear this wild more than anything.  I watch, saddened, smoking a hand-rolled cigar, before climbing to the top of a baobab tree.  The vulnerable skin of my inner thighs gives way to bark, so rough.  A black man with black teeth asks where I come from and giggles at my blood, his breath is sour like the too ripe fruit that oozes from his back pocket.  The mud and brick cities surrounding me are singed and plastered with yesterday’s papers, yellowed and cracking.  Old news. 

Far off an emaciated gazelle nurses her calf in a river of dust.  Their matted brown fur is the only distinct color in the hazy orange sand-light.  Her ribs jut out in every direction, a grotesque rendition of something beautiful I’d seen before, but couldn’t picture now.  Before long her yellow milk runs dry with the dust, her only gift to give, gone.  Soon the calf is drinking its mother’s metallic nectar, licking its fresh crimson stained chin like the beast it is.  I laugh quietly. 

Walmart employees mull about on the barren plain.  I avoid them like every other animal I see, but each pursues me, predators.  They greet me with different pamphlets regarding Jesus.  Thousands of papers promising to save my soul.  But who wants that?  They need me to smile back at them, to take a pamphlet and read it too.  Their lips continue to curl in fake smiles, growing crookeder the longer they are forced to hold them.  I don’t believe in God, I tell them, and I will not go to hell.  I will not die. 




Ain’t Gun Be Like That, Evah



My mom’s side of the family came from Dixfield, my dad’s side, Strong.  I’ve descended from a long line of French-Canadians and rednecks.  There are few that avoided the redneck bug, me included.  The men have hair that falls out before they celebrate 40, the women have fat legs and wear baseball caps.  Not me.  Not ever.

My name comes with a top-secret story that i’ve only ever told one of my friends.  It’s everything I don’t want to be.  It involves pointlessly fast cars, food, and nice names ruined by stupid fame.

Don’t get me wrong, I like my name.  I like how when some people say it, they drop the R.  Some people just drop the entire second syllable.  And when my mom says it the proper way, like the R is a rock, I can taste punishment.  It’s like chewing tin foil. 




'She has heard a whisper say,
A curse is on her if she stay..."




Old Hat



I know that hat.

The cheerless green felt tattered by time, 

and the shape reformed to fit him.

A fishing lure stuck in the front,

and my stare always stuck

 only on the back.

A smeared pin holding an 

unreadable Neanderthal saying

used to reside over the left ear. 

The crease on the top

withered into a faint line. 

That soiled hat doesn’t 

move in a straight line.

It sways back and forth

Like a ripped kite stuck in a birch tree.

The smell of washed away alcohol

radiates off it,

staining my memory 

on its way to hurt me,

one more time.

A pipe in his mouth

and that hat on his head.

That sour taste

every time he left like that.



































It hangs by the door as

a deafening reminder.

Old with no shape.

Ripped and broken.

A bucket hat filled 

with sincere lies.

Hiding and open,

proud and ashamed.

It smells like him, 

before I knew I hated him.

It looks like a dirty plate

at an empty chair.

It looks like my childhood,

and tastes like waiting.




Disappear

She is dancing by herself
Pale and see through
Her satin scars hide

In the swan neck shadows

She is like the waves on the sea
Coming and going
Singing the same song
Hoping a star will fall
And someone will change her life

She is the one in the back
Who crumples like a coat and cries
The one who wakes up
Tired in the dark
Yelling something to the air

She is a balloon tied to an anchor g
Drowning under sticky yellow Iigﬁt 3 _
And she don’t open up for nobody™ r‘ b,
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That’s something she remémbers -

Her thoughts bloom like't roses and
One day she will jump out of her skm
And disappear into a world ©
We don't belong to anymore
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